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left the tent and walked briskly through the line of tents towards
the flagstaff upon which fluttered the Red Cross flag, indicating
the gateway. Three motor ambulances stood in the carriage-way.
I went up to the first and addressed the driver with authority.
" You are to drive me to my brigade headquarters at Clery,"
I said sharply, seating myself beside the driver.

" I'm not allowed to go beyond the C.C.S.," argued the driver.

" Don't you understand an order ? " I threatened. " Drive
me to Clery."

" I don't know the way/3 whined the driver.

" I'll show you," I said grimly.

Porter had meanwhile gathered an armful of blankets from
within the ambulance and had packed them around my legs and
feet, then he stowed himself into the ambulance. The driver,
snorting with vexation, threw the motor into gear, and drove
away. " Spotted fever," I laughed to myself, as I lit the first
cigarette to which I had felt inclined for a week. The keen
sting of the frosty morning air braced me ; the sunbeams, after
days of thaw and drizzle, warmed my skin and made my heart
merry. The Casualty Clearing Station appeared upon the
horizon of the long straight road. The driver slackened speed.
" Go on," I said between my teeth, glancing menacingly towards
the driver. Onwards the motor sped past ammunition dumps;
through the ranks of heavy artillery which boomed fitfully;
beside field-guns which, firing a salvo, made the driver leap in
his seat to the unaccustomed sound and swerve dangerously;
and finally to where the cobbled road amid the debris came to
an abrupt end, giving way to a communication trench. I jumped
down, extracting a ten-franc note from my wallet, which I
handed to the driver. " Thank you," I said. " If there's any
trouble, refer them to me, Major Hutchison, Machine-Gun
Corps, and tell them I prefer to die here. Good-bye. Don't
hang about this spot too long. It's unhealthy, and I shan't have
time to attend your funeral."

I shouldered my pack and, followed by the faithful Porter,
stepped briskly along the long frozen alley-way. Two hundred
yards up I reached the timbered stairway leading down to the
dugouts of the Brigade Headquarters. I ran lightly down the
stairs and entered the brigade office. The General was seated
at a table, immersed in the messages and maps upon his table.

*c Good morning, General," I said gaily. The Brigadier
started slightly, but did not raise his head immediately. Then,